THE  GULF OF PEARLS

the odour of his occupation that he daily left the shore upon
the sea of hardship. The breeze blew from the land so
valiantly that he was soon some distance from the nargileh
of his evening comfort. He judged the moment to cast
his net. The crew lowered the heavy patched sail, set on
its clumsy mast, and heaved the anchor overboard, before
again turning to the net. It seemed heavy. Was there an
uncommon large fish at the bottom? Pray to the gods
that the net broke not. Beads of perspiration shone upon
the fishermen's bronze foreheads, as they braced their feet
firmly against the side of the boat. At last they hauled in,
nearly falling backwards with the weight.

"To Mucki's astonishment, and not a little to his fear,
no fish lay panting in the bottom of the boat, but a creature
in the shape of a man, large and well made, limbs covered
with thick hair like fur. Was this a visitation from a
god? Best be reverent. All the monster said was, 'Houl!
Houl!' Mucki decided that his catch was as frightened as
himself. There seemed nothing to worry about, so fear
turned to triumph. What a fine tale he would tell. What
a brave fellow he was to capture such a monster! He
addressed several remarks to his prize, who only shook his
head and repeated 'Houl! Houl!'

"When they reached the shore, the catch was the nine
days' wonder of the village. For want of a better name
they called him Houl. He proved docile as a child, and as
gentle. He hurt nobody, and was happiest when perform-
ing prodigious feats of manual labour. Over one thing
only was he adamant. He would never set foot in a boat.
Once Mucki tried to coerce him to go fishing. Houl
refused violently, and showed a glimpse of the immense
strength lying dormant at the command of that slow-,
moving brain.

"One day, when Houl was tending the flocks on the
steep cliffs above the village, a horde of Persian bandits,
dad in armour and riding richly caparisoned horses,
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